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Venice, 1938. 


Venice! You can hardly believe it. For 
months you’d been pestering your cousin Indi- 
ana Jones to take you on another adventure. 
For months, he’d been refusing. 

Your parents were not excited about the 
idea either—to put it mildly. “Remember what 
happened last time?” said your mother. 

“Oh, that,” you replied casually. “You know, 
scorpions aren’t nearly as dangerous as they 
look.” 

“But,” said Indy, “I will take you on a trip— 
strictly a vacation. No mystical talismans, no 
golden idols, no nothing. Just good, clean fun.” 

Before your parents can say no, you and 
Indy are on a transatlantic seaplane bound for 
Venice. One bumpy flight later, you’re strolling © 
along, looking down into the murky waters of 
the Grand Canal. 

Suddenly there is a hissing sound near your 
left ear. 

“Get down, kid!” yells Indy. “Blowdart!” 
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Turn to page 2. 


You dive behind a pile of boxes. Indy quickly 


scans the area for his attacker. 

Then he reaches up to his left shoulder— 
and pulls out the feathered blowdart that has 
pinned his leather jacket to the wall. “Lower 
Amazon,” he mutters. “Could it be...” 

“Ha-ha-ha! I’ve got you now, Indiana 
Jones!” A belly laugh rolls through the air from 
a dark doorway nearby. 

A wry grin appears on Indy’s face. “Gia- 
como,” he says. “Giacomo Andrini. Son of a gun.” 

Out of the doorway steps a short, round 
man with an enormous handlebar mustache. He 
is still chuckling. “’'ve wanted to do that for a 
long time, old friend,” he says. “And I’m glad 
you're in Venice. I just got something interest- 
ing last week. You want to come over to my 


shop and take a look?” He regards you with a 


twinkling eye. “And you can bring your young 
friend, too,” he adds. 
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Go on to page 3. 


Giacomo’s shop is jam-packed with all kinds 
of stuff—voodoo dolls, scrolls from China, masks 
from Africa, blowguns from South America. A 
curiosity shop, Giacomo calls it. 

Sitting in a shadowy corner of the shop is 
a strange-looking man cleaning a blowgun. The 
shape of his head reminds you of something. The | 
man nods at Indy. “Misster Jones,” he hisses. 
Now you realize what he reminds you of—a 
cobra. 

“Don’t mind him,” says Giacomo. “He’s just 
my new assistant.” 

“I don’t think I want to know what he as- 
sists you with,” says Indy. Giacomo pulls you 
into a musty back room full of objects so strange 
you can’t even guess what they are. “Look at 
my new prize, Indy,” he says. With glowing eyes, 
he draws out an old tooled-leather box with a 
complicated-looking brass lock. “You know, of 
course,” he says, “that Marco Polo came from 
this city. And you know, also, that he left nies 
of his travels to China— 

“And in that box,” Indy interrupts, “is one 
of the lost diaries of Marco Polo, right, Giacomo?” 

“I have reason to believe it is,” says Giacomo 
excitedly. “But the latch is a Chinese puzzle, 
and I can’t figure it out. You were always good 
at these things. Will you try?” 

_ “Qld friend, it would be a pleasure,” Indy 
replies. 
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Turn to page 4. 


After two hours the lid of the puzzle box 
lifts with a rusty click. Inside the box is a sheaf 
of paper—or maybe it’s parchment. It looks very 
crumbly and fragile. 

Indy gives a low whistle. “Holy moly,” he 
says. 

“Can you read us a little?” you ask. 

“Sure,” he replies. “I’ll translate as I go. 
Let’s see...‘The year of our Lord 1279...We 
procured one hundred and three barrels of China 
tea. We were fortunate to secure enough salt 
for our journey to the north....In the court of 
Kublai Khan, we heard a tale about the tomb 
of the mighty Genghis Khan, grandfather of 
Kublai Khan. Genghis Khan has been dead 
these fifty years. Buried with him, it is said, in 
that land to the north whence he came, are riches 
_ beyond imagination.” 

. “This is incredible!” whoops Indy. 
“Does this mean,” you say slowly, “that 
there might be huge amounts of gold and stuff 
buried someplace, and nobody knows it’s there?” 
“You’ve got the drift, kid,” he says. “We’re 
talking about Outer Mongolia, to be exact.” 


OOH eee eee eRe HEHEHE HEROES ERE EEE HEHEHE EE ESHE EEE EEE EH EH EEE 


Go on to page 5. 


Suddenly you notice a steely glint in 
Giacomo’s eye. “This is very interesting, in- 
deed,” he says thoughtfully. “A valuable find, 
yes? Perhaps I will go to Mongolia and find the 
treasure myself.” 

“Giacomo,” says Indy with a sigh, “you 
know I’m going to Mongolia to look for that 
treasure. I don’t want to be in a race with you. 
Why don’t you just stay home and make my life 
easier?” 

Giacomo looks thoughtful. “I don’t really 
want to run around Mongolia,” he says. “It would 


be a lot of trouble. But it would have to be worth - 


my while to stay here.” 

“All right,” says Indy. “How much do you 
want for staying home and keeping your mouth 
shut about this?” 

“That’s a crude way of putting it. But since 
you asked, a half-million lire would make me 
much more comfortable.” 

“Giacomo, you're a slime bucket,” says Indy 
pleasantly. “My partner and I will have to dis- 
cuss this.” 


ee errs 


Do you want to get Giacomo the money? 
Turn to page 8. 

Or do you want to hotfoot it to Mongolia 
and hope you find the treasure before Giacomo — 
does? Turn to page 29. 
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An ominous thunderstorm is gathering on 
the horizon when you lift the knocker on 
Giacomo’s door. 

“Come in, my friends,” says Giacomo. He 
is not alone. You can make out the form of the 
snakelike man in the shadows behind him. 

“Sorry, Indiana, this is merely a precau- 
tion,” says Giacomo as Mr. Snake begins to frisk 

. Indy for weapons. 

“Giacomo, when did you get to be such a 

jerk?” asks Indy. 


Giacomo ignores the question. “You have 


brought the money?” he says. “Wonderful. You 
can give it to me now.” 
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Mr. Snake’s hand is on one end of the whip, 
Indy’s on the other. “First tell your goon here 
that if he takes my bullwhip, I'll take him apart,” 
says Indy through his teeth. 


“We'll have to go see some people I know 
if were going to scratch up the money for 
Giacomo,” says Indy. 

For the next day and a half he takes you 
to some very strange places to meet some very 
strange people: a pirate in a waterfront bar, a 
museum curator with a metal claw for a hand, 
a shady lady in red satin who calls Indy “Ducky.” 

At last you’ve got the half-million lire. Indy 
has had to promise everybody a cut of the booty. 
You just hope you find some in Mongolia. 


see 
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~ “Don’t worry. He'll give it right back,” says 
Giacomo. “Just give me the money and that will 
be that.” 

You're the one who’s carrying the money. 
You take it out of your pocket and push it to- 
ward Giacomo. The sooner you get out of this 
creepy place, the better. 

Your eyes wander to Giacomo’s paper- 
strewn desk. Sticking out from the pile is an 
official-looking letter with a seal. It is signed at 
the bottom with a name you recognize. 

You nudge Indy and direct his eyes to the 
paper. His eyes widen when he reads it. A cer- 
tificate of merit—for raising a million lire for. 
Mussolini’s war effort. 

“The Fascists!” sputters Indy. “Giacomo, 
what in God’s name are you doing with them?” 

“I just want to be on the winning side, my 
friend.” 

You and Indy look at each other. 

You certainly didn’t scrape up all this 
money so Mussolini could get it! 

While you hesitate, Mr. Snake grabs Indy’s 
whip and advances threateningly. 


Should you try to grab the mony ee. 
run? Turn to page 110. 
Or should you just RUN? Turn to page 10. 
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rhe 


You try to flash Indy a mental message: 
“Let’s get out of here!” But he’s already in mo- 
tion. Quicker than lightning, his hand shoots ~ 
out and wrenches the bullwhip away from Mr. 
Snake. Then you turn and dive for the door. You 
hear a shot zinging off the doorway behind you. 

Out on the street, people stare at you as 
you dash by, with Mr. Snake in pursuit. At least 
he can’t shoot with all those people around. But 
you must get away from him. You run as fast 
as you’ve ever run in your life—until you find 
_ yourself in a small square. Four streets feed into 
the square. You look around wildly. 

Which way? Should you try to lose your 
pursuer along the endless miles of streets and 
canals? You look to Indy for guidance. He’s rub- 
bing his chin thoughtfully and looking up at the 
rooftops. You can see what he’s thinking: It 
wouldn’t be too hard to get up there. 

Mr. Snake is on your heels. Well, what'll 
it be? 
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The canals? Turn to page 19. 
Or the rooftops? Go on to page 11. 
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You grab hold of an ornate doorway and 
manage to clamber up the front of the building. 
There are so many stone decorations on it that 
you have plenty of handholds. You’re just afraid 
the stone might crumble. ) 

You scramble to the rooftop and look 
around. The city looks like a huge jigsaw puzzle 
from up here. Or maybe more like a maze—half 
of it canals! How will you get away? The roofs 
are not neatly joined together. There are gaps 
between the buildings, and some are taller than 
others. 

Indy is already disappearing off to the right. 
“Stay with me, kid,” he calls behind him. You 
light out after him, running, falling, climbing, 
crawling. | 

Suddenly a cold hand clamps around your 
ankle like a steel band. 
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Turn to page 12. 
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You look behind you. It’s Mr. Snake, grin- 
ning evilly. He doesn’t speak. 

“Indy!” you scream in panic. Indy wheels 
around. But until he reaches you, he can only 
watch helplessly as Mr. Snake tightens his grip 
on your ankle. 

You look at the snake man’s horrible face, 
and something changes inside you. You're not 
afraid anymore—you’re simply filled with 
loathing. You pull back your leg and let fly with 
a tremendous kick that sends him sprawling. 
You start running again. 

Mr. Snake is now one roof behind you. 
“Indy, can I ask you a question?” you pant. “Do 
you have any idea where we're going?” 


oe . 
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_ Does he? To find out, go on to page 13. 
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“Uh, know where we're going?” he repeats, 
squinting over the rooftops. “Sure, kid, sure.” 
Somehow you don’t feel reassured. But you don’t 
have a lot of choices right now. 

A shot ricochets off the stone behind you. 
“We've got to get rid of this clown,” Indy mutters 
under his breath. 

You come to a screeching stop at the end 
of a long block of houses. Four stories below you 
is a canal. There’s nowhere to go. You can hear 
the raspy breathing of your pursuer. 
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Turn to page 14. 
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Indy calmly unrolls his bullwhip. Taking 
unhurried aim, he lashes it out toward the roof. 
across the building. The end of the whip wraps 
itself around a stone angel. Indy pulls hard on 
it to test it. It holds. 

“Grab on around my waist,” he says. You ~ 
close your eyes as you swing over the canal, 
because you can’t look down. 

“Oof,” says Indy as you hit the opposite 
side. “Here we go.” Hand over hand, he climbs 
up the whip, with you hanging on to him for 
dear life. 

As you're inching up the last little bit, an- 
other shot rings out. It’s wide by about two feet. 
“Oh, cripes,” says Indy through clenched teeth. 
“What am I going to tell your mother?” 

“It’s just a good thing that the guy is a 
terrible shot,” you say as you both scramble onto . 
the roof. Indy retrieves his whip, thanks the 
angel, and you're off again. 

You keep running, more slowly now, until 
the roofs end, and then you climb down and run 
through the streets. You’ve lost Mr. Snake. But 
are you lost too? 
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_ Turn to page 16. 


Suddenly Indy stops. “Ah, there it is,” he 
says. He’s looking at the top of a low, abandoned- 
looking building. 

Sitting on the roof of the building is a 
gleaming new helicopter. Fast asleep under the 
belly of the helicopter, snoring loudly, is an un- 
shaven man. Indy leans down. 

“Wake up, Carlo,” he says into the man’s 
ear. “It’s time to go.” The man does not stir. 
“Wake up, Carlo!” 

Carlo sits up and rubs his eyes. “Hiya, 
Indy,” he says groggily. “What took you so long? 
Where we going?” 

“We're going to find a guy with a plane,” 
replies Indy. “Then we’re going to Outer Mon- 
golia.” 

' “Indy,” you muse, “what about all that 
money we left with Giacomo? Are we ever going 
to get it back?” — 

“We'll get it back,” he says grimly. “But 

right now we're going to take a little trip.” 
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Yow’re going to Outer Mongolia! Turn to 
page 29. 


16 


“Indy!” you repeat. “Which way?” You still 
don’t get an answer. You turn around. Indy’s 
not there! You peer down the street, your heart 
thumping. No Indy. No Mr. Snake either. You’re 
all alone. 

This is terrific. Lost in a strange city with- 
out your cousin, and a Fascist henchman roam- 
ing the streets looking for you. Just terrific. 
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If you want to double back and look for Indy, 
turn to page 24. 

If you decide to stop and gather your wits, - 
turn to page 20. 


17 


- You’d better stick to the ground. At least 
you can’t break your neck falling. 

It’s a good thing you went out for track and 
field back home. Of course, you never knew you’d 
need it to run for your life—from a man who © 
looks like a snake—through the streets of a 
foreign city. You run until your chest hurts and 
your breath is rasping. 

“Keep going, kid. You're doing fine,” pants 
Indy from behind you. You turn to look and you 
spot Mr. Snake half a block behind, waving his 
gun. 

You run along narrow canals. You run 
along wide canals. You run over picturesque 
arched bridges, pushing people out of your way. 
You run through street after street of old build- 
ings, old churches. The streets begin to run to-— 
gether— you have no idea where you’ve been! 

Finally the street you’re running on ends 
at a T. You slow down. “Which way should I 
go?” you yell over your shoulder. “Right or left?” 


MOSS THC SCSCS HCA Co TSO C CL ETH ODE RHO CHOC OEE HOC ECCLES COC CDE DENS OOS 


Turn to page 17. 


Wait a second! That fountain looks famil- 
iar. So does the little cheese store. You're on 
- Giacomo’s block! You must have been running 
in a big circle. 

Well, at least you’re somewhere. Maybe not 
where you would have wanted to be, but at least 


it’s familiar. 


You creep stealthily down the street to- 
ward Giacomo’s door. Just as you reach the door- 
way, you hear a familiar voice. “Give me the 
money back, Giacomo,” Indy is saying, “and we'll 
forget the whole thing happened, okay? Then I 
can go find the kid.” 

Giacomo addresses a huddled figure on the 
floor. It’s Snakeface. 
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Go on to page 21. 
“ve . 20 


~ “You incompetent!” Giacomo sputters. “You 
had the jump on him, and you lost him!” 

“He fightss like the devil,” hisses Mr. 
Snake. “He’ss not human.” 

“You might as well face it,” says Indy to 
Giacomo. “It’s all over.” 

“Oh, no it isn’t, Indiana Jones,” says 
Giacomo. “Not for you and me, and not for the 
world. The Fascists are going to win, and you 
will lose.” 

You have been standing frozen in the shad- 
ows of the doorway, watching this scene unfold. 
But now, as Indy and Giacomo face each other, 
Snakebreath silently stands up behind Indy, 
holding a New Guinea war club. He raises it 
high above Indy’s head... 
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_ Oh, no! Quick, turn to page 22! 
es 2 2h | 


You have to do something. Mr. Snake is 
standing not three feet away from you, taking 
careful aim at Indy. 

You remember something you used to do 
to your little sister. Quickly, silently, you steal 
up behind Mr. Snake and bend your knees into 
the backs of his knees. With a cry of surprise, 
he crumples to the floor. 

Bedlam breaks out. You leap on Mr. Snake 
and try to bite him in the leg. Indy goes after 
Giacomo, who’s trying to escape with the money 
and the book. He grabs Giacomo and nails his 
pants cuff to the floor with an Eskimo blubber 
knife. 

As he’s about to help you with Mr. Snake, 


you suddenly smell smoke. All three of you on 
the floor sit up and look at Giacomo. He’s hum- 
ming softly to himself, watching orange flames 
shoot up from the diary and the money. 

“Giacomo, what are you doing?” cries Indy. 

Giacomo’s face, through the flames, looks 
crazed. “You were right, my friend. It is all over. 
I don’t get anything, you don’t get anything. Mr. 
Mussolini doesn’t get anything.” 

Indy raises his eyes to the ceiling, then 
sighs. He looks disgusted. But then he suddenly 
brightens. 

“What we still get is our vacation,” he says 
to you. “C’mon kid, let’s leave this joint.” 


THE END 


You’ve got to find Indy. You turn back, 
trying to retrace your steps. A right here, a left 
there—or was it a right? 

You're lost and tired. You can hardly lift 
your feet. But you’ve got to find Indy. 

You sit down wearily beside a canal, look- 
ing at your disheartened reflection in the water. 
You watch the city going about its business. 
There’s nobody to help you. 

Asa gondola slides toward you through the 
murky water, you suddenly have an idea! You 
still have a few lire in your pockets. Maybe you 
could ask the gondolier to just “drive around” 
for a while, and you could look for Indy that 
way. You can cover more ground in a boat than 
you can on foot. 

You hail the gondola and climb into it, 
pleased with your plan. But how do you com- 
municate it to the gondolier? “Can we drive 
around?” you begin, hoping he speaks English. 
You try again: “Andiamo?” You get no re- 
sponse. Maybe he doesn’t even hear you, muf- 
fled up as he is in his cloak. You tap him on the 
shoulder. 

An evilly gleeful Mr. Snake stares at you! 
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Go on to page 25 if you dare. 
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You're trapped in a gondola with this mani- 
ac, and Indy’s nowhere around! What’s going to 
happen to you? 

“Listen, let’s talk about this,” you say hope- 
fully. “I’m just an innocent bystander, you know. 
I won’t cause you any trouble. So why don’t you 
just let me go?” 

He just smiles at you and begins to pole 
the boat along. 


ee 


If you want to jump out of the boat, turn to 


page 26. 
If you're too chicken to do that, turn to page 


100. . 
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Well, you can’t just sit there with Snake- 
face. You’ve got to jump. 

You decide to try a ciassic diversionary tac- 
tic. “Hey!” you yell. “Look up there!” 

He keeps looking straight at you, of course. 
_ There’s nothing to do but hold your nose and 
jump. 

Yikes! The water’s cold—and filthy! But 
with Mr. Snake shooting at you, you duck down 
below the water. As you head for shore, you try 
to buoy your spirits with thoughts of the re- 
venge you're going to take on Indy when you 
get out of this mess. 

At last you make it to the bank and haul 
yourself out. You look back. Mr. Snake is poling 
swiftly toward you. With what little headstart 
you've got, you sprint squishily for the nearest 
street. ; 

But where are you going to go? 

You think a moment. What’s the only place 
in the city that you know—and that Indy knows 
you know? You decide to head for Giacomo’s 
place, despite the danger. If Indy’s looking for 
you at all, he’ll be looking for you there. 
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Go on to page 27. 
26 
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But where is Giacomo’s place, anyway? You 
remember that it isn’t far from the Piazza San 
Marco. But where’s that? 

You'll just have to ask people. You careen 
down the street, stopping strangers every cou- 
ple of blocks. “Piazza San Marco!” you shout like 
a crazy person. Sometimes they just stare at 
your sopping-wet clothes. Sometimes they point. 

At last you make it to the enormous plaza. 
There it is—that street off to the left! You follow 
your nose and find yourself at Giacomo’s door. 
Mr. Snake is nowhere to be seen. 

Cautiously, you edge into the doorway of 
the shop. A noisy struggle is going on. Indiana 
Jones is trying to wrestle Giacomo to the ground. | 
Giacomo is trying to brain Indy with a Mayan 
stone figure. 
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| Turn to page 28. 
| 27 


“Indy!” you cry. As Indy looks up, Giacomo 
takes the opportunity to bean him with the stone 
figure. 

Indy rolls his eyes and shakes his head to 
clear it. Then he leaps onto Giacomo again. “Lis- 
ten, kid,” he says to you through clenched teeth, 
“if you want to be helpful, grab that money over 
there.” On the floor, about eight inches from 
Giacomo’s outstretched hand, is the pile of money 
and the diary. 

“Sure thing, Indy,” you say, and dive for 
it. 

Then the lights go out. There is a lot of 
scrambling, hitting, and grunting. When the 
lights go on again, Mr. Snake is standing over 

you, pointing a gun, and holding a feathered 
spear for good measure. 

“I suggesst you depart,” he hisses. 

“Good idea,” agrees Indy. “Kid, let’s make 
tracks.” 

So there you are again, out on the street. 
You're walking fast. Every so often you look 
over your shoulder, but you don’t see Mr. Snake. 

“By the way,” says Indy, “why don’t you 
let me carry the money? It’s safer.” 

“The money?” you repeat. “I didn’t get the 
money. I thought you had it.” 

Indy looks pained. “Well, we can’t go back 
for it now. Let’s just keep walking.” 
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Turn to page 16. : 
28 4 


Twelve hours later you’re in a small plane 
on the way to Mongolia. Youre a little scared, 
but very excited, too. 

“Tell me about Mongolia,” you say. 

“High mountains,” says Indy. “Vast tree- 
less steppes. The Gobi Desert. Miles and miles 
of nothing. And cold—lots of cold.” 

The plane lurches as it hits an air pocket 
over the mountains of Afghanistan. 

You keep talking to calm your nerves. “Tell 
me about Genghis Khan,” you say. 

But before Indy can reply, the plane begins 
to shake. It feels as though it may fall apart at 
any moment. “Just how old is this plane?” you 
ask. 

“This baby was absolutely top of the line 
during the Great War,” says Indy with a grin. 
“Don’t worry. She'll make it.” 


Turn to page 32. 
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It’s just another air pocket. After a while, 
you almost start to get used to being shaken 
like a pair of dice. 

The hours pass. You stop a few times in 
what seems the middle of nowhere, to refuel and 
make repairs. Each time you're sure the plane 
won't start again. At last Indy wakes you from 
a restless sleep and points out the window at a 
small, low city nestled at the foot of a towering 
mountain. Many of the buildings seem to be no © 
more than tents or huts. 

“Ulan Bator,” he says, “capital of Outer 
Mongolia.” 

At that second the plane’s single engine 
sputters. “Drat,” Indy says. “We're going to have 
a bumpy landing.” : 
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“Bumpy” is putting it mildly. The engine 
is smoking. You lose altitude rapidly, heading 
for the crude airstrip at the edge of the city. 
“Hang on tight!” says Indy, but your knuckles 
are already white from clutching the seat. The 
plane hits the ground nose first. 

When yow’re pretty sure you have no bro- 
ken bones, you begin to look around. A group 
of about ten people is rushing toward you, wav- 
ing their arms. 

“Gee, a welcoming party,” says Indy. “I 
didn’t know we were expected.” 


Turn to page 33. 
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“Anyway,” he continues, “about Genghis 
Khan. Have you ever heard about the Mongol 
Hordes?” 

“Well, sort of.” 

“Back in the thirteenth century they were 
just about the scariest thing in the world. See, 
the Mongols were nomadic tribes. Old Genghis 
got all the tribes together until they became this 
huge conquering army. A quarter of a million 
of them would come screaming across the steppes 
on their horses, and if you were in the way, your 
goose was cooked. They conquered Persia, Rus- 
sia, China, you name it. Millions of square 
miles.” 

“How did they travel so far on just horses?” 

“They lived in the saddle—ate there, slept 
there, everything. They could go for ten days at 
a time like that, only stopping to change horses.” 

“Where did they get their food?” 

“If they had to, they could go for hundreds 
of miles on just mares’ milk and blood from the 
veins of their own horses.” 

“Yech,” you say. 

The plane trembles violently. 
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Turn to page 30. 
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You hop out of the plane, glad to be on solid 
ground again. The crowd runs toward you, yell- 
ing in Mongolian. 

“T wish I knew what they were saying,” you 
say. 

“T do,” replies Indy, looking grim. “They’re 
calling us foreign devils.” Indy raises both hands 
to show he’s unarmed, and says something to 
the group in Mongolian. They shout back an- 
grily. . 

“Oh, great,” says Indy. “They think we’ve 
come to kill all their yaks.” 

“Why on earth would they think that?” 

Indy looks disgusted. “To serve in Ameri- 
can yakburger restaurants. The man with the 
mustache told them.” 

“Giacomo! He got here before us!” 

The crowd is looking menacing. You edge 
back toward the plane. 

“Can this thing still fly?” you ask. 

“IT might be able to get us a short distance 
in it,” Indy says. 
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If you want to try to talk reasonably to these 
people, turn to page 35. 

If you want to try to get away in the plane 
and land somewhere else, turn to page 111. 
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You dive into the plane and Indy quickly 
begins flipping switches. The engine coughs, 
sputters, and turns over. You're airborne! 

But not for long—your engine bursts into 
flames almost immediately! As Indy tries to turn 
the plane and land it, a mountain looms before 
you. You’ve passed the point of no return. Un- 
fortunately, this looks like.... 


THE END. 
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“Boy, it’s a good thing you speak Mongo- 
lian,” you say admiringly. 

“Tm pretty rusty,” Indy says, “but it'll have 
to do.” 

Indy advances toward the crowd, his hands 
still up. He talks for a while. His tone sounds 
very reasonable to you. 

They ask him a question. It sounds hostile. 
He answers it. They begin to shout. He shouts 
back. Now everybody is shouting. Finally they 
rush you and grab you both roughly. 

“What are they going to do with us?” you 
ask him. 

“They’re taking us to jail,” he says. “Sorry, 
kid.” 
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Turn to cone 36. 
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The jail is a clay hut with barred windows. 
You are dragged inside and locked up. 

There is something in the corner, large and 
shapeless. Wait—it’s moving. It’s a man. 

But what a man he is! He’s been squatting 
in the corner, but when he stands up, he must 
be seven feet tall. What can this giant Mongol 
be in prison for? You hope it’s not murder. 

He moves toward you menacingly. You feel 
like you’re going to faint any second. Indy be- 
gins speaking quickly to the giant, backing away 
as he talks. He looks awfully nervous. 
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Go on to page 37. 
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Indy keeps talking. The giant stops, cocks 
his head, and listens to Indy. Then he speaks 
slowly in a voice that reminds you of a foghorn. 

“What’s he saying?” you whisper. 

“His name is Jamukka,” whispers Indy. 
“He’s just a big sweetheart.” 

“What’s he in here for?” 

“He saw a man killing a cat. The man was 
going to eat it. Jamukka broke his arm. He says © 
it was an accident.” 

There are voices outside, and a crowd be-. 
gins to pour into the little jail. At the center of 
the crowd is a man who is holding his arm and 
moaning. 

“He’s come to Eevially accuse Jamukka,” 
says Indy. He looks carefully at the man and 
then asks the jailer a question. The jailer speaks 
to the crowd, and there’s a lot of discussion. 

Finally the jailer lets Indy out. Indy walks 
up to the man, grabs him around the shoulders, 
and wrenches him suddenly. 

The man gives a short scream of pain. The 
crowd begins to mutter. But gradually a grin 
spreads across the man’s face. He’s moving his 
arm! He says something to the crowd, and even 
you can tell that he’s saying his arm is fixed. 

“It was never broken,” Indy explains to you, 
“only dislocated. I just used a little technique I 
learned in the Yucatan.” 
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Turn to page 38. 
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After Indy has cured a bad headache with 
some kind of hypnotism, and a child’s stomach- 
ache with some green powder he carries, they 
finally let you go. Jamukka is also set free. 

Indy cautions them that the man with the 
mustache is the real villain, and they believe 
him. They say they'll watch for him. 

“What do we do now?” you ask him, feeling 
a bit better about life. 

“We start looking for the treasure of 
Genghis Khan,” he says. “There are a few places 
we could go. Mongolia’s a big place. We could 
head east and see if anything turns up in the 
desert. Or we can move south and look for traces 
of something on the steppes.” 
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_ If you want to go to the desert (who wants 

to go to a desert?), go on to page 39. 
If you want to go to the steppes (then again, 
Bee wants to go to the steppes?), turn to page 


38. 


“If we’re going to travel in the desert, we'll 
need a Jeep,” says Indy. “There are hardly any 
motor vehicles in Mongolia. But I think I know 
a guy to see.” 

You travel to the edge of town, where you 
find the Jeep man. 

Out in the weeds behind his house is a real 
live Jeep. There are sheep milling around it and 
he has to shoo a chicken off the front seat, but 
the Jeep starts up like a dream. 

“In all of Mongolia,” he ‘says, “there are 
only two of these. This one, and the one the man 
with the mustache bought from me an hour ago.” 

“Hmm,” says Indy. “He’s managing to stay 
a step ahead of us. Just enough to make it in- 
teresting.” 

“That may be your idea of interesting,” you 
say, “but it sure isn’t mine.” 
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Turn to page 40. 


You head out of Ulan Bator, the back of 
the Jeep full of gas cans. “Too bad there isn’t 
any gas between here and Peking,” says Indy. 
“Just pray we don’t hit any bumps.” 

You drive forever. The mountains become 
hills, the hills flatten out into barren desert. 
The daytime is boiling hot, the nighttime freez- 
ing. Nice vacation. 

On the morning of the third day, you see 
a speck on the horizon. As you approach it, it 
becomes two small specks and a big one. Well, 
well, well—it’s Giacomo and Mr. Snake. 
Giacomo is kicking the side of his Jeep. When 
he sees you, he begins yelling at you in Italian. 

“Calm down, Giacomo,” says Indy affably. 
“What seems to be the problem?” 

“The problem is this stupid, worthless piece 
of junk!” rails Giacomo. “I’ve had it with this 
desert! But your fun here is just beginning. You 
will give me your Jeep—right now!” 
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Will you? Go on to page 41. 
Or won't you? Turn to page 42. 
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“All right, Giacomo, you win,” says Indy. 
“Take the Jeep.” 

“Now youre being sensible,” says Giacomo. 
He and Mr. Snake sling their belongings into 
the Jeep, start it up, and drive off. 

When they’re out of earshot, you laugh a 
mirthless laugh. “Well,” you say, “if we’re going 
to die in the desert, so are they. When they 
weren't looking, I poured a handful of sand into 
the gas tank.” 

“Nice going,” says Indy. “And it so happens 
that we aren’t going to die in the desert, either. 
Look over there.” He points to the north, where 
you see a nomad caravan slowly winding its way 
across the desert. “They look like they have a 
few extra camels,” he says. “Let’s go buy us a 
couple.” 
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Turn to page 44. 
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“[ don’t see why we should do that, 
Giacomo,” says Indy. 

_“Thiss is why,” hisses Mr. Snake. Then he 
shoots Indy in the foot. 

They jump into your Jeep and start it up. 
“Sso long, ssuckers,” says Mr. Snake, and they 
drive off into the desert. 

You and Indy stare at the disappearing © 
cloud of dust. Then Indy sits down on the sand, 
holding his foot. 

“Youre not going to take this sitting down, 
are you, Indy?” you say, thinking a joke ee 
cheer you both. 

“Kid, there’s nothing else to do—with 
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hundreds of miles of desert between us and 
rest of the world. I’m afraid this is... 


THE END.” 


the 


Indy quickly strikes a deal with the cara- 
van leader; and now you are the proud owners 
of two camels. 

Traveling by camel is pretty weird, but it’s 
better than nothing. Once you get used to the 
great height, the swaying motion, and the pain 
in your behind, you’re okay. 

It’s a good thing you stocked up on provi- 
sions. You search the desert for eight days— 
nothing. Every time you meet a caravan, Indy 
stops and asks the men lots of questions. They 
always shake their heads. 

This is getting to be no fun at all. Adven- 
ture is adventure, but this is stupid. 


Do you want to call it quits? Go on to page 
45. 


Or do you want to keep looking for the trea- 
sure? Turn to page 47. 
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“Tm really sorry, Indy,” you tell him, “but 
I can’t take this anymore, I want to go home 
and deliver newspapers and play stickball.” 

“I understand, kid,” says Indy. “Pll take 
you home.” 

It takes you three days to get back to Ulan 
Bator, and another two weeks to get to France. 
It takes some time to find a ship that’s going 
back to the United States. The whole time, you’re 
mooning around, having second thoughts and 
feeling depressed. 

“Maybe we should go back and try again,” 
you say. 
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Turn to page 46. 


“Nope,” says Indiana. “Sometimes you just 
have to know when to quit.” 

So you take the boat home, wash your 
clothes, and get on with your life. School seems 
a little tame after your adventure in Outer Mon- 
golia. 

One day in the spring, you pick up the Daily 
Sun-Tribune and scan it idly. At the bottom of 
page one, you see this headline: 


VAST TREASURE FOUND IN MONGOLIA 
Team of Soviet Archaeologists Finds Treasure 
of Genghis Khan Buried in Gobi Desert 


THE END 
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You've come too far to turn back now. If 
Genghis Khan’s treasure is anywhere in Mon- 
golia, you'll find it. What’s a little sand in your 
food—and your hair and your ears and your 
underwear? - 

You meet another band of nomads. Indy 
asks his usual bunch of questions. But this time 
they nod. They point back in the direction you’ve 
come from. 

Indy is very excited. “I think we’re on to 
something, kid,” he says. 

Well, it’s not exactly haripuds soe ene 
time. You plod on for another four hours, more 
or less in the direction you were going. 

Suddenly Indy begins hopping up and down. 
“That's it!” he yells. “There it is! See it?” You 
look at the endless reaches of desert before you, 
and you consider for a moment the possibility 
that you’re in the middle of Outer Mongolia with 
an insane person. 

There is, however, a kind of large bowl- 
shaped depression in the sand. Can this be the 
big deal? Indy jumps off his camel and races to 
the center of it. Then he runs back to the camel 
to unpack a folding shovel. He begins digging, 
flinging sand aside. It’s hard going—sand keeps 
falling back into the hole. You help as best you 
can. Night is falling, it’s getting cold, and Indy 
is still digging. You unpack the sleeping bags. 

Suddenly he utters a wild shout. 
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Turn to page 48. 


In Indy’s hand is a piece of blackened wood. 

He digs some more. Then he stands up 
again. In his hand is a gold necklace. It isn't 
even tarnished, protected as it’s been from the 
air. It gleams in the last rays of the sun. 

“Jackpot,” he says quietly. 

The two of you do a little dance together. 
Then you just stare at the necklace for a while. 
At last you can think straight again. “If there’s 
really a lot of stuff here,” you say, “can we dig 
it all up with this little shovel and load it onto 
our camels? Or do we need a bulldozer or some- 
thing?” 
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_ If you want to go back for some earth- Boe 
equipment, turn to page 56. 


If you want to take what you can carry, go 
on to page 49. 
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| Who knows what could happen if you went 
back for heavy equipment? Maybe the machines 
wouldn’t even be able to cross the desert. Maybe 
someone else would steal your treasure. You 
decide you’d better just take what you can. 

But for now, the only thing to do is sleep. 
It’s too dark to dig. Only you’re too excited to 
sleep. You spend a cold, restless night. 

In the morning you start digging. You 
unearth item after item—jewelry, ceremonial 
objects, coins. There seems to be the remains of 
an underground chamber. 

You begin loading up your camels, feeling 
sorry that you can’t get it all, but reminding 
yourself not to be greedy. 

You look into the distance, away from the — 
burning morning sun. Is that a small cloud of 
dust on the horizon? 
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Turn to page 50. 
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You keep digging, but with one eye on the 
cloud of dust. It’s getting bigger. You have a 
sinking feeling in the pit of your stomach. 

Your gut feeling is right. Within minutes, 
Giacomo and his slithery friend, riding camels, 
come into view. 

You interrupt Indy’s digging. “Uh, Indy, 
guess who’s dropping in?” 
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- Go on to page 51. 
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4 Ready or not, here they come. You finally 
manage to get Indy’s attention as the two cam- 
els come thudding across the sand toward you. 

Your old friends look tired and mad. 

“Hi, Giacomo,” says Indy. “Nice to see you 
again.” 

“Always a pleasure for me, too,” says 
Giacomo. “I see you’ve found something.” 

“A bit of this, a bit of that,” replies Indy. 

“Tm tired of fooling around,” says Giacomo, 
his voice suddenly hard. He pulls a gun on you, 
and so does Mr. Snake. “So here’s your choice,” 
Giacomo continues. “You can get on your camels 
right now and ride away—and don’t look back — 
or I can shoot you on the spot. Either way, I'll 
get the treasure.” 

The way you see it, you do have a choice— 
but not the one Giacomo offers you. Either you 
could keep playing this game with him and let — 
him chase you into the desert, or you can deal 
with him once and for all, right here. 
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If you: want to flee into the desert, turn to 


page 97. 
If you want to stand your ground, turn to 


page 52. 
i ol 


to come straight to Mongolia? 


Think back to the beginning of this book. 
When Giacomo asked you for the half-million 
lire, did you get it for him? Or did you decide 
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If you got him the money, turn to page 55. 


If you came right to Mongolia, go on to page’ 
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Ps 
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i You and Indy exchange a single glance. 
Then, ignoring the fact that their guns are 
pointed straight at you, you spring into action. 
You leap at Giacomo while Indy leaps at Mr. 
Snake, disarming them in the process. With a 
strength that comes from being desperate—or 
at least extremely fed up—you drag them off 
their camels, throw the men onto the ground, 
and leap on them. Indy grabs a carved ivory 
figure of an elephant and bonks Mr. Snake on 
the head with it. You fight like a tiger with 
Giacomo, and then you remember a secret 
weapon that Indy taught you a long time ago. 
It’s a pressure point at a certain spot on the side 
of the neck. You pray that it works. It does. 

So there you are. You have Giacomo pinned, 
and Indy is firmly in control of Mr. Snake. “Nice 
work, kid,” pants Indy. 

“I had a good teacher,” you pant back. You 
recover Giacomo’s gun and Indy recovers Mr. 
Snake’s, and you sit there in the sand, waiting 
for them to wake up. 

When they do, you have a proposition to 
make. “Listen, Giacomo,” says Indy as Giacomo 
rubs his neck. “This is nuts. You want the trea- 
sure, I want the treasure. We could keep playing - 
cat and mouse all over the world forever. Let's 
ust split it now and call it quits.” 
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Turn to page 54. 


A wide grin spreads across Giacomo’s face. 
“Indy,” he says, “you're talking sense. Why didn’t 
we think of this before?” : 

“Because you want it all, and so do I,” says 
Indy with a smile. 

Indy and Giacomo kneel together in the 
deep hole, dividing up the treasure. Sometimes 
they stop to exclaim over something special. 

While they’re busy with the spoils, you look 
off into the desert. What’s this? Another cloud 
of dust approaching?! 

In a little while a man rides up to you on 
horseback. He’s a tall, good-looking Mongolian. 

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” he says in 
perfect English. “Mongolian People’s Republic. 
Antiquities Commission. I'll have to ask you to 
come out of there. These objects belong to the 
people of Mongolia. They are part of our cultural 
heritage. You may not take them out of the 
country.” 

Indy breaks into a grin. “Khorloin!” he says. 
“Remember me? I knew you at Harvard!” 

The Mongolian official does not smile. “Yes, 
Indiana Jones,” he says. “I do remember you. 
You were a troublemaker there, too. Come out 
of the hole, please.” 

Indy and Giacomo look at each other. The 
game is over. They begin to laugh. 


THE END 
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Quick as lightning, Indy’s whip uncoils and 
_ lashes out at the two men. It wraps around both 
their waists and pulls them off their camels. 
Before Giacomo can get up, you grab his gun 
and point it at them both. 

“Giacomo,” says Indy. “Let’s talk sense here. 
You want Genghis Khan’s treasure, and so do 
I. We can either drive each other crazy, or we 
can just split it right now.” 

“Okay, Indy,” he says. “Let’s split it.” 

Indy and Giacomo work until nightfall dig- 
ging up piles of treasure from the pit. They are 
both very tired. So are you. 

“Well, that about wraps it up,” says 
Giacomo. 

“Not quite,” says Indy. “There’s still one 
small matter we have to clear up.” 

“Eh?” says Giacomo. . 

“You owe me a half-million lire,” says Indy. 

“You can’t be serious,” says Giacomo with 
a laugh. 

“I’m dead serious,” returns Indy. 

Something about Indy’s voice makes Gia- 
como decide to cough it up. “All right,” he says. 
“Take back a half-million lire’s worth of jew- 
elry.” 

“I knew you were an honorable man,” says 
Indy with a smile. 


THE END 
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You'll have to go back to Ulan Bator to get 
the equipment you need—if they even have it 
there. But you'll try. You can always come back 
with a train of camels and some people hired to 
dig with shovels. 

You make the grueling trip back across the 
desert. If you never see another desert again, 
you say to yourself, it will be too soon. 

As you near the northern fringe of the de- 
sert, a wicked wind begins to buffet you. The 
wind grows in intensity, whipping up the sand. 

“We're in for a sandstorm, kid,” says Indy. 
“Wrap yourself up in everything you have. We'll 
try to sit it out.” 
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Go on to page 57. i 
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You huddle together on the desert floor. 
But the sand flying against your backs is hor- 
rible. Now you understand why they clean 
buildings by sandblasting them. 

At last the winds subside. You pick your- 
self up, dust yourself off, and restart your weary 
trek. 

Finally you make your way to Ulan Bator 
and try to round up the machinery you need. 
There are two steam shovels, but they’re being 
used to build a road. You’ll have to use man- 
power. . 

It takes you a few days to assemble a car- 
avan, but at last you’re ready to roll. You head 
back to (aaagh) the desert. 3 

Unfortunately the whole face of the desert 
has been changed by the sandstorm. The land- 
marks you and Indy have been counting on are 
no longer there. 

You and your caravan wander around the 
desert until the supplies are about to run out. 
Your search turns up nothing. You have lost 
your treasure. 


THE END Ss 


You head south from Ulan Bator, stopping 
only to pick up three steppe ponies. They are 
the pride of the Mongols—good, strong horses 
with thick fur that protects them from the bru- 
tal cold of winter. They can ride for days without 
a break. They’re the same horses that Genghis 
Khan’s hordes rode in the year 1200. 

Open spaces have never particularly both- 
ered you, but you’ve never seen spaces quite as 
open as these. The wind sweeps across the 
steppes, and nothing breaks its advance. 

You look behind you. You see a dark patch 
moving in the distance. 

“Indy, what’s that?” you ask. 

He looks back. “Wolves,” he says. “They 
shouldn’t bother us. Unless the hunting’s been 
bad.” 
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Go on to page 59. 
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You keep looking back at the advancing 
wolves. They’re too close for comfort. 

But when evening comes, you must stop 
and make camp. Huddled around the fire, you 
listen to the howling of the wolves. 

“T guess the hunting’s been bad,” says Indy. 

You get going again early in the morning, 
hoping the wolves aren’t really serious. Maybe 
they just like your company. They lope along 
about a quarter mile behind you, but you know 
that any time they want to catch up, they can. 

“If they make a move,” says Indy, “it will 
be to come after her.” He points to the spare 
pony who’s trotting along, tethered behind your 
horse. 

A little while later the wolves pick up speed. 
You pick up speed too. Faster and faster you go, 
the wolves closing in, until they’re on your heels! 
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Turn to page 60. 
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Suddenly the sound of a rifle shot comes 
booming across the steppes. The wolves prick 
up their ears and slow down to listen. : 

Another rifle shot. The wolves stop, turn, 
and run off. 

“Who saved us?” you ask wonderingly. 

“['m not sure we're saved,” replies Indy. “I 
think we’re out of the frying pan and into the 
fire.” 

You follow his line of sight. Thundering 
across the steppes toward you is a group of about 
twenty horsemen. 

“Bandits,” says Indy. 
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Go on to page 61. 
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Pat 


Oh, boy. Now youre really in for it. These 
guys are bad news. They look mean. And dirty. 
They look just as you imagine Genghis Khan’s 
armies to have looked. Their horses snort and 
stamp as they calmly look you over. These.guys 
are big trouble. 

Wait a second—they’re not all guys. You 
stare at the person who seems to be the leader. 
Can it be? It’s a woman! — 

She looks at least as mean and dirty as the 
others. She is as tall and strong-looking, too. 
She’s wearing the same leather pants, the same 
quilted jacket, the same boots. But wisps of her 
long hair hang down beneath her turban. 

Maybe she’s Genghis Khan’s great-great- 
great-great-great-great granddaughter. Either 
way, she’s not somebody you’d want to be stuck 
in an elevator with. 

Indy makes a little casual Mongolian con- 
versation. You can tell he’s trying to be charm- 
ing. You can also tell she’s not charmed. 
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| Turn to page 62. 
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There is something that she finds enchant-. 
ing—Indy’s whip. She eyes it covetously. 

She swings herself down easily from her 
horse and approaches Indy. She wants to talk 
to him. They squat down together on the ground 
and have a serious conversation. 

From time to time she points at his whip, 
or at his horse, or at you. All you can do is watch 
and wonder what this is all about. Every now 
and then all the bandits burst into hearty laugh- 

ter. 
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Go on to page 63. 
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You can hardly stand the agony of waiting. 
What are they talking about? 

Finally they both stand up. She laughs and 
slaps Indy on the back, knocking the wind out 
of him. 

“What’s the story?” you ask as he tries to 
get his breath back. 

“Her name is Bortay,” he wheezes. “That 
was Genghis Khan’s wife’s name. She wants my 
whip. She’s challenged me to a contest. My skill 
with the whip against her skill with the saddle 
bow. If I win, I get her saddle bow. If she wins, 
she gets my whip.” 

You look dubiously at her bow. It’s just a 
little short thing. 

“Indy,” you say, “you can’t seriously want 
to risk your bullwhip for a chance to get that 
runty little thing—can you?” 

“That ‘runty little thing’ is a regular ball 
of fire,” says Indy admiringly. “It can shoot ar- 
rows that travel as fast as a bullet. I’ve always 
wanted one.” 

“Indy,” you say, “you’re crazy.” 

“And then, too,” he adds with a crooked 
little grin, “my honor is at stake.” 

“You're not listening to me,” you say. “As 
usual.” 
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Should Indy take the challenge and pee 
his honor—what there is of it? Turn to page 82. 
Or should he listen to you? Turn to page 64. 
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The forces of reason prevail. Indy strolls 
over to Bortay and chats with her. Whatever 
he’s said causes an uproar in the bandit ranks. 
With no expression on her face, Bortay raises 
her bow and points it at Indy’s heart. Your own 
heart stops. Here it comes. Death on the steppes. 

It seems like about ten minutes that you’re 
all frozen in your positions. Actually it’s prob- 
ably only ten seconds. At last Bortay raises the 
bow, shoots the arrow into the stratosphere, and 
laughs heartily. Wiping away tears of laughter, 
she says something to Indy. 

“What'd she say?” you whisper. 

“She says I’m a very smart man.” He grins. 
“She has many saddle bows, but I have only one 
whip.” 

This seems to be some kind of signal for 
general merriment. Food and wine are broken 
out of saddle bags, and you all sit down to a 
pleasant meal. Bortay keeps pinching your 
cheeks. It seems she thinks youre cute. 

After Indy has thanked Bortay and her 
band for saving you from the wolves, it’s time 
_ to say good-bye. For a long time Indy stands 
watching them disappear over the steppes. 

“What a woman,” he says. 
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Go on to pours 65. 
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After the bandits, days pass and you meet 
no one else. You hope Indy has a plan, because 
you re getting very tired and hungry. Your sad- 
dle bag is almost empty —just a little dried mut- 
ton and some water. 

“Well, kid,” says Indy, “we’re going to have 
to live like Genghis Khan. I’m going to show 
you how to open a vein on your horse. A little 
horse blood can last you a long time, and your 
horse won’t miss it.” 

“No!” you gag. “I can’t do that!” 

“You eat meat, don’t you? Is this so differ- 
ent?” 

“I just can’t, and that’s final.” 

But by the end of the day, hunger forces 
you to change your mind. You close your eyes, 
grit your teeth, and do it. It’s just as awful as 
you thought it would be. 
| “I hope you know where we're heataee 
you say to Indy. 

“We're heading for the Mountain of Power,” 
he answers. 
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“What is the Mountain of Power?” you ask. 
Just as the words are out of your mouth, you 
spot some low mountains off to the west. So does 
Indy. He nods at you, and you smile, reassured 
that he knows where you're going. 

Indy says, “We're right around where old 
Genghis came from. There are some legends that 
say that when he died, he was brought back to 
the Mountain of Power. Nobody has ever found 
his tomb. And this diary is the first ’ve ever 
heard of a treasure being buried with him.” 

The mountains loom larger as the hours go 
by. They look pretty to you, especially after the 
endless steppes. 

You find a river to travel beside, and are 
able to catch some fish. You can drink some 
water and wash your face. You begin to perk 
up a bit. You go to sleep that night feeling hope- 
ful. 


Go on to page 67. 
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You wake up with the first rays of sun to 
find Indy rolling up his sleeping bag. He points 
toward the mountains. 

“See that one over there?” he says. “The 
- one that looks like a chipped molar? That’s the 
Mountain of Power.” 

You take it all in for a second, then head 
toward it at a good clip. There is a kind of nat- 
ural trail that you follow to the foot of the moun- 
tain. You get a thrill thinking that this could 
be the trail Genghis Khan and his tribe followed 
eight hundred years ago. Why, these trees might 
have been alive back then! 

The trail ends at the base of the mountain. 
“Well,” says Indy, “this is as good a place to 
start looking as any.” He hands you a pickax, 
takes one himself, and you both go to work. 

It’s hard, blistering work. And when you 
get down past a few inches, the ground is frozen! 

After lunch you go back to work, your hands 
wrapped in rags for protection. Suddenly some- 
thing gleams under your pickax. It’s a gold coin! 
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Turn to page 68. 
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You and Indy dig like madmen. “Wait a 
second,” he says after a few minutes. “We've got 
to be careful here. We don’t want to damage 
anything. Let’s dig slowly and carefully.” 

You slow down, but it’s hard because you're 
so excited. 

Toward nightfall something begins to take 
shape under your ax. “Careful,” cautions Indy. 
“Let’s see what it is.” You begin to dig it out 
with loving care. 

You don’t know if it’s your tired imagina- 
tion or reality—but as you dig out what seems 
to be a wooden staff, strange surges of energy 
go through you. 

As you continue to unearth the staff, you 
see that attached to it are the shredded remains 
of nine bits of fur. 

You and Indy are holding the staff now. 
The energy seems stronger, and you can tell 
from Indy’s expression that he feels it too. 

His eyes are shining with excitement. “Do 
you know what this is? Do you know what we’ve 
found? This is the staff of Genghis Khan! The 
staff with the nine white yak tails! This staff 
led an army a quarter million strong. Wherever 
the hordes went, this staff was right in front of. 
them. And now we’re holding it in our hands!” 
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You can’t be sure you can trust Bortay with 
it. And you certainly don’t want to hand it over 
to Giacomo. So you just tighten your grip around 
the staff—you and Indy. 

There is a long, tense moment. Nobody 
knows what’s going to happen. 

“Don’t make me'shoot you,” warns Giacomo. 

“I would never think of making you shoot 
me,” says Indy. “See? You don’t have to.” 

“Don’t make jokes!” shouts Giacomo. “I 
want that staff!” 

“You can’t have it,” says Indy calmly. 

Giacomo squeezes the trigger. Once. Twice. 
Three times. He’s at point-blank range. 

You think you must be in heaven, but it 
looks remarkably like a hillside in Mongolia. 
You look at yourself. You pinch yourself. You’re 
okay! You didn’t die! 

The realization of what happened hits you 
like an electric shock. The staff! It’s protected 
you! Somehow the staff has made you invul- 
nerable. 
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“But not for long,” says a familiar voice. 
Giacomo is standing at the edge of the clearing, 
smirking. He’s pointing a gun at you. “Thanks 
for doing all that work for me.” 

This is getting to be too much for you. You 
just stand there gaping, holding the staffin your 
hands. 

But there’s more to come. 

A familiar thundering noise approaches. 
Giacomo looks behind him. It’s your bandit 
friends! 

Bortay reins her horse to a sharp halt when 
she sees what’s in your hands. She’s riveted by 
the staff. She knows just what it is, and she can 
see that Giacomo wants to take it away from 
you. 

She calls out to Indy. You can see by her 
motioning that she’s saying, “Throw it over 
here!” 

This is a very complicated situation. Can 
you trust her, or not? 
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If you want to hang on to the staff for dear 
life, turn to page 69. 

If you think you should turn it over to 
Giacomo, turn to page 75. 

If you want to throw it to Bortay, turn to 
page 76. . : 


ht Op nee 


Now that you know no harm can come to 
you as long as you're holding the staff, you be- 
come very brave. 

“If you'll excuse us,” you say, “we'll be going 
now.” With great dignity, you walk to your 
horses. Getting onto the horses while you’re both 
holding the staff is no small trick, but you man- 
age to do it. Giacomo and Bortay are left gaping 
at each other as you ride off. 

You make a beeline for Ulan Bator and 
arrive in good time. You're in high spirits as 
you head for the airfield. After Indy has tink- 
ered with the engine a bit, you’re all set to take 
off for home. It’s incredible! You’re taking home 
the staff of Genghis Khan! 
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Turn to page 74. 


43 


You have a beautiful ride over the moun- 
tains. Unfortunately, somewhere over China the 
engine begins to smoke again. Then it catches 
fire. You are forced to make a crash landing. 
You manage to leap out of the plane just before 
the gas tank explodes. 

From a safe distance you watch the little 
plane burn—with the staff of Genghis Khan 

‘Inside it. 


THE END 
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_It’s hard to argue with a gun barrel. You 
hand the staff over to Giacomo. 

“You’ve made me a very happy man,” he 
says. “The staff with nine white yak tails. Very 
special indeed.” 

He’s gloating over the staff. He’s off guard. 
Now’s your chance to try to get it back. 
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If you want to go for it, turn to page 78. 
If you want to play it safe, turn to page 79. 
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Giacomo is pointing the gun at you. Bortay 
is beckoning to you—over here, over here! 

You don’t know if you can trust her, but 
you’ve made your decision. You'd rather it were 
in her hands than in Giacomo’s, even if she runs 
away with it. 

And that’s exactly what she does. The staff 
flies from your hand to hers as though drawn 
by a magnet. She gives you a respectful wave 
and a hearty laugh and rides away with her 
band. You know it’s useless to go after her. 

“Too bad, Giacomo,” says Indy with a philo- 
sophical shrug. “That was the whole ball of wax. 
There’s nothing else here.” 

Giacomo leaves in disgust. After he’s gone, 


Indy says, “Well, it was almost the whole ball 
of wax. I did find this.” He draws from the pocket 
of his leather jacket a magnificent golden tal- 
isman. “This little item should pay for our trip 
here,” he says. “I’m sure the National Museum 
will be happy to own it.” 

Smiling, you draw from your pocket the 
ancient gold coin you found at first. Yow’re not 
going to sell it to a museum, though. You’re 
going to keep it forever. 


THE END 
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Sometimes it’s handy to be a kid. Youre 
just the right size to butt Giacomo in the stom- 
ach. He isn’t expecting it, and it lands him in 
the dirt. The staff goes flying. 

There is a loud cracking noise, and Indy’s 
whip appears out of nowhere to snatch the staff 
out of thin air. Then in a split second it’s in his 
hands. 

Bortay and her group of bandits decide that 
this would be a good time to relieve Giacomo of 
his horse and his gun. Before they depart, she 
and Indy shake hands. He winks at her. She 
gives him a big smile, showing a mouthful of 
missing teeth. 

You leave immediately afterward. When 
you look back, Giacomo is jumping up and down 
and shaking his fist after you. 


THE END 
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You're frozen. You can’t decide what to do. 
Giacomo stands there holding the staff, drink- 
ing it in greedily with his eyes. 

This is too much for Bortay. Clearly, she 
can’t stand the thought of a foreigner owning 
the most important Mongol object in history. 
She barks a few words to her band. = 

Now you see what the big deal was about 
the saddle bows. With her left hand, she takes 
the bow from where it hangs at her side. With 
her right hand, she whips out an arrow from 
the quiver that hangs on the right. In one mo- 
tion the bow is strung and the arrow is released. 

It’s all happened so fast that it’s been a big 
blur. You look at Giacomo. There are three ar- 
rows sticking out of him. He didn’t have a chance. 

Bortay gets off her horse and walks over 
to get the staff. Then she gets back on her horse. 
Whew! She’s going to let you and Indy live. _ 
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Turn to page 80. 
| 79 


Night is upon you now, but the ever- 
growing darkness is suddenly broken. You look 
up. Something incredible is going on in the sky. 
Sheets of light in beautiful colors are dancing 
all over the heavens. You’ve never seen any- 
thing like it. 

“That’s the aurora borealis, kid,” whispers 
Indy. “The northern lights.” 

Bortay nods slowly as she looks up. She 
speaks a few words, and Indy translates for you 
in a whisper. 

-“The Gate of the Sky. Bortay has the staff 
now. The Great Khan approves.” 


THE END 
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After a lot of discussion, the terms of the 
contest are agreed upon. Indy’s task is to cut in 
half a blade of grass held up by one of Bortay’s 
men. Bortay’s task is to kill the next bird that 
passes. 

Indy goes first. You’re so nervous, you can 
hardly watch. What if he misses and takes the 
man’s hand off with his bullwhip? The man 
holding the grass seems calmer than you. 

Indy squares off, takes a deep breath, and 
pulls back his arm. There is a crack which splits 
the air. 

The man steps forward. In his hand are the 
two perfect halves of the blade of grass. There 
is a lot of laughing and clapping. Indy looks very 
relieved. 

Bortay has been sitting on her horse for a 
while, talking and laughing but looking alert. 
Suddenly she stops in mid-sentence, puts both 
hands down, and comes up with a bow in her 
left hand and an arrow in her right. She brings 
them together and lets the arrow fly. A moment 
later there is a thud nearby. She gets off her 
horse and retrieves a large brown bird with an 
arrow in it. . 

The contest has ended in a tie. 
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Go on to page 83. 1 
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You share a campfire that night, making 
merry with the Mongols. Those guys sure can 
carouse! The bird Bortay shot and three others 

-are roasted on spits over the fire. A bottle of 
some sort of horrible homemade liquor is passed 
around. It’s too awful even for Indy. 

At one point Indy and Bortay step out of 
the campfire circle to talk. Indy reports back to 
you. He’s told her that he wants to find the 
ruined city of Karakorum—“Black Sands.” That 
was the capital Genghis Khan built at the height 
of his power, and Indy thinks he may find some- 
thing there. Of course, he hasn’t mentioned 
treasure. 

In any event, Bortay has offered to be your 
guide to Karakorum. 
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It might be nice to ride with the Mongol 
bandits. You’d certainly eat better than you have 
been. And you won’t have to wander around for 
days looking for the ruined city. 

But Indy tells you he isn’t so sure it’s a 
good idea to have Bortay and her men along. 
After all, they are bandits. What if they take 
you there, let you dig up the treasure, and then 
steal you blind and leave you to die? 

You have a hard choice to make. 
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If you want to let Bortay be your guide, turn 
to page 86. 


If you want to go alone, turn to page 115. — 
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“Look, Indy!” you shout. “Look what I 
found!” Indy bends down to examine it. 

“Giacomo,” you say together. 

There is a low, moaning sound. “Did you 
say something?” asks Indy. 

“No,” you whisper. “I think it came from 
over there.” You don’t see anything except Bor- 
tay and her men poking around the ruins. 


The moaning sound comes again. “Indi- 


ana,” says the moan, “I’m down here. I think 
Pve broken my leg. Help me, please.” 

You look around and see some moss-covered 
steps going underground. 

“Help me!” repeats Giacomo. 

Is it a trap? 
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If you want to go help Giacomo, turn to page 


If you think it’s a trap, turn to page 102. 
Saver — 85 


There’s something about Bortay that makes 
you decide to trust her. Although she’s coarse 
and combative, she has a kind look in her eye— 
even a humorous glint. | 

Bright and early in the morning you set off 
for Karakorum, the ruined capital of the Mongol 
Empire. You ride across the Mongolian steppes, 
trying to remember exactly what you’re doing 
riding across the Mongolian steppes. Oh, yes. It 
was something about a vast treasure. Deep in 
your heart, you don’t believe you’re ever going 
to see it. . 

At last the moss-covered ruins of the once- 
great city come into view. The wind whistles 
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desolately through the faded grandeur. It must 
have been quite a place. 

“This was the center of a mighty empire,” 
says Indy. “The Pope sent missionaries here. 
But later the city was abandoned, and finally 
destroyed.” 

| You look down. What are these white things — 
near your feet? Cigarette butts? You bend down — 
and pick one up. They’re cigarette butts, all 
right—Italian ones! 
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Turn to page 85. 
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Cautiously, you and Indy pick your way 
down the slippery, moss-covered steps to an 
underground chamber. It’s very dark down there. 
Indy lights a match. It takes a while for your 
eyes to get used to the light. 

Sitting propped up in the corner is Giacomo, 
still moaning. Poised in striking distance is a 
large snake. 

“Oh, Giacomo,” says Indy with a sigh. “You 
know I hate snakes.” 

“] know,” says Giacomo. “That’s why I told 
you I broke my leg. If I told you it was a snake, 
you never would have come down, would you?” 
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Go on to page 89. 


88 me 


ott =e. 


“Did the snake bite you yet?” asks Indy 
with distaste. 

“No. I was trying to move that rock away 
from that hole. I think there’s a secret chamber 
on the other side. But when I moved the rock, 
this snake slid out from under it. I fell back, 
and it slithered up. I think it’s just waiting for 
me to move. Then it will bite me.” 

“Snakes are not my department,” says Indy. 
“If you want to deal with the snake, kid, you’re 
on your own.” 

You must decide. Should you be a wonder- 
ful human being and try to get that snake away 
from Giacomo? Do you really want to risk your 
life for this guy? 

And then there’s that secret chamber. What 
could be in there? Could it be the treasure of 
the Mongol Empire? If you went and looked in- 
side, Giacomo wouldn’t be able to stop you. In 
fact, if you found lots and lots of treasure, and 
took it out of the chamber and carried it right 
out past his nose and rode off with it, he still 
wouldn’t be able to do a thing. 

The moment has come to search your soul. 


If you want to be a wonderful human being 
and save Giacomo from the snake, turn to page 
90. 

If you want to be a less-than-wonderful 
human being and look in the chamber, turn to 
page 94. 
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Youre going to be wonderful. Your mother 
would be proud of you. But how are you going 
to get that snake away from Giacomo? You don’t 
know anything about snakes. Your guess is that 
you can’t talk soothingly to it and ask it to leave. 

Then you remember Bortay. Wonderful 
Bortay! She’ll know how to deal with this snake. 
You go up to the surface and call her over. 

You have to light another match when you 
get underground again. When Bortay’s eyes get 
used to the light, she can see the snake. She 
bursts into that raucous laugh of hers and says 
something to Indy. Then she strides right up, 
grabs the snake firmly, and flings it to the other 
side of the chamber. 

“Harmless,” says Indy. You can see the 
beads of sweat on his forehead. 

“Now let’s go see what’s in that chamber,” 
_ he says. “Giacomo, you behave yourself.” 
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What will be in the chamber? Find out on 
page 92. if 
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With a booby trap like that, you’re on your 
guard for anything now. But how are you going 
to get that treasure? 

Indy tries throwing a small stone onto the 
floor on the other side of the pit. A huge rock 
comes crashing down the second the stone hits, 
pulverizing it instantly. 

He tries rigging up a flying stone on a vine, 
to see if he could swing in without touching the 
floor. As soon as the stone swings within five 
feet of the treasure, twenty arrows hit it with 
deadly aim. 

Everything you try meets with the same 
fate. There’s got to be some way to get at that 
treasure. You and Indy and Bortay are still liv- 
ing at Karakorum, trying to figure it out. 


THE END 
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You, Indy, and Bortay sweat and strain to 
move the huge rock that blocks the entrance to 
the chamber. Finally you have moved it enough 
so one person can slip through at a time. 

Giacomo, true to his nature, does not be- 
have himself. He leaps in front of you, thrusts 
you aside, and pushes his way past the rock. 
“It’s mine!” he says. “Mine!” | 

He disappears behind the rock. You hear 
a bloodcurdling scream. 

Quickly you drag the rock back farther so 
you can all see in. 

The first thing you see is a treasure more 
dazzling than anything you’ve ever laid eyes on. 
Gold, silver, jewels, tapestries, ivory—th 
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works. It’s just piled up, willynilly, as though 
left in a great hurry. 

You take a step toward the fabulous trea- 
sure, but Indy shoots out an arm across your 
chest to stop you. 

You look down. At your feet is a pit, twenty 
feet deep. Hundreds of sharp wooden stakes are 
sticking up from its bottom. Impaled on the 
stakes is Giacomo. 
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Turn ‘0 page 91. 
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What if you got killed rescuing Giacomo 
from the snake? Would that weg fair? What did 
he ever do for you? 

These are the things you’re saying to your- 
self as you head for the great rock that blocks 
the entrance to the chamber. 

You and Indy grunt and groan as you inch 
the rock back from the hole. Finally it’s pulled 
back enough for you to squeak through. 

“You get the first look, kid,” says Indy. 
“You’ve earned it.” You light a match before 
you go in, to give yourself a little light. 

Inside the chamber, it’s so dark that you 
can’t see much. But you do catch sight of some- 
thing —someone— out of the corner of your eye. 
You barely have time to realize that it’s. Mr. 
Snake, with something big raised high above 
your head. You don’t remember it crashing down 
on you, and you don’t remember sinking to the 
floor. 
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Go on to page 95. 
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When you come to, you're sitting on the 
floor across from Giacomo. Your head hurts 
something awful. As you rise to consciousness, 
you realize that you're tied up. Indy is sitting 
beside you, also tied up. 

“I guess that was a bad idea, letting you 
go first,” he says. “Sorry.” 

Mr. Snake is standing over the three of you, 
covering you with his gun. “Now, isn’t thiss 
nice,” he hisses. “I don’t have to share all that 
gold in there with anybody now. Not even you, 
Giacomo.” 

Indy is looking at the floor. “I think you'd 
better watch out,” he says to Mr. Snake. “A 


snake just crawled out from under that big rock, — 


and it’s heading for your shoe.” 

“Ssnakes don’t bother me,” says Mr. Snake. 
You recall your earlier suspicion that perhaps 
he’s related to the snake family. “Bessides,” he 
continues, “you don’t expect me to fall for an 
old trick like that, do you?” 

“Suit yourself,” says Indy with a shrug. 

Mr. Snake looks down at his shoe. 
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Turn to page 96. 


There is indeed a snake, and by now it’s 
crawling up his pants leg. He screams and 
shakes his leg frantically. It appears that snakes 
do bother him after all. 

And with good reason, too. This one bites 
him. For a moment he stands there, his face 
frozen in horror, and then he crumples to the 
floor. 

But you're not out of the woods yet, as they 
say. “Look over there,” says Giacomo, whose 
own snake is still in striking distance. “They’re 
coming out from under the rock.” 

That rock has been a favorite nesting place 
for snakes for hundreds of years. They don’t like 
being disturbed. 

This is Indiana Jones’s number one night- 
mare come to life. Tied up in some godforsaken 
place, with two dozen poisonous snakes slith- 
ering toward you, this really looks like... 


THE END. 


There’s always time to deal with Giacomo 
later. Better safe than sorry. You climb onto 
your camels and ride off into the desert, your 
mind already full of plans to outsmart Giacomo. 

You plod onward for a little while. 

“What if we...?” you begin, but you trail 
off. “Nah,” you answer yourself. “That wouldn’t 
work.” 

“Well, we could...” says Indy. “No, we 
couldn’t do that either.” 

You both rein your camels to a halt at the 
same time. 

“This is ridiculous,” you blurt out at the 
same time. “How long are we going to let him 
keep pushing us around?” You turn your camels 
and ride back to the sand pit. 
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Turn to page 99, 
| ae O77 


As you approach your destination, you look 
for Giacomo and Mr. Snake, ready for the fight 
of your lives. But you don’t see them. 

“Maybe they packed up and left already,” 
you say disappointedly. 

“No, they didn’t,” replies Indy. “Look, there 
are their camels.” 

You ride closer and dismount from your 
camels. Cautiously, you look around. 

“Over here,” calls Indy. You race to his side. 
He’s looking down. There at his feet are Giacomo 
and Mr. Snake, buried up to their necks in sand. 

“My, my, Giacomo,” sympathizes Indy. 
“Whatever has happened to you?” 

“Don’t make fun,” says Giacomo. “We must 
have stepped on an underground chamber and 
caved in the roof. Help us out of here, will you?” 

Indy scratches his chin thoughtfully. “I 
don’t think that would be a good idea,” he says. 

You get back onto your camels after tying 
the other two on behind yours. 

Being the basically decent person you are, 
you have a pang of guilt and the same goes for 
Indy. But it lasts only a second when you remind 
yourselves of Giacomo’s treachery and Snake’s 
coldbloodedness. So the two of you sit up 
straighter on your camels as you begin the long 
ride toward home. 


THE END 


You sit nervously in the gondola with the 
muffled figure of Mr. Snake. Where is he taking 
you? And what will he do to you when you get 
there? All these questions are not good for the 
digestion. 

You look at the scenery you're  alidie past. 
Suddenly Venice doesn’t look quite so romantic 
anymore. 

You glance up at the bridge you're just 
about to go under. Good heavens! It’s Indy! He 
sees you notice him, and puts his finger to his 
lips. You don’t move a muscle. - 

The boat begins to slide under the bridge. 
Indy lets go. Will he land in the boat or will he 
miss? 
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Go on to page 101. 
100 : a 


Where he lands is directly on top of Mr. 
Snake. “Yow!” they both yell. But since Indy 
was expecting a jolt and Mr. Snake wasn’t, Indy’s 
got the upper hand. They wrestle as you look 
on helplessly. You grab the pole, hoping to get 
a clear shot at Mr. Snake’s head, but you can’t, 
and you don’t want to hit Indy. 

At last Indy manages to throw Mr. Snake 
overboard. Using the pole, he quickly moves the 
. boat far beyond Mr. Snake’s reach. 

Indy poles the boat through the canals for 
a while. Then it’s time to get out and walk. 

“Where are we going?” you ask. 

“We're leaving,” he says. “We're crazy to 
stay here.” 
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Turn to page 16. 
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Giacomo has tricked you before, and there’s 
no reason to trust him now. “Let’s let him cool 
his heels for a while,” says Indy. “If he’s really 
broken his leg, he can wait for us for a while. 
If he hasn’t, he’ll come out sooner or later.” 

Bortay and her men are restless to be off. 
They don’t like holding still for long. You bid 
them a grateful good-bye and they thunder off. 

You decide to have a look around the city. 
Before it was destroyed it must have been im- 
mense. 

You spot an interesting arrangement of 
stones on the ground. “Look at these stones,” 
you say to Indy. They seem to be embedded in 
the ground in some kind of complex pattern. As 
Indy comes to join you, you touch a few of them 
idly with your foot. 

There is a loud scraping noise. Right in 
front of you, a huge stone slides away from the 
entrance to a stone tunnel. 

“Holy Toledo,” says Indy. 
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Turn to page 104. 
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Certainly the maze wasn’t designed to be 
easy. You've heard about these mazes. Some of 
them go on for miles. You could get lost in there 
forever. You decide, even after coming this far, 
that it could cost you your life. Even the 
chance—and it’s only a chance—of a treasure 
isn’t worth that. 

You emerge into the sunlight, squinting. 
Somebody is outside, silhouetted in the bright 
rays. It’s Giacomo, pointing a gun at you. 

“What’s down that tunnel?” he demands. 

You think fast. “I can’t tell you,” you say, 
looking stubborn. 

“Spit it out,” he says, “before I shoot you.” 

“Well,” you say, “I guess you’d find out any- 
how. It’s a tunnel. It goes directly to the room 
with the treasure.” 

“Out of my way!” he snarls, almost bowling 
you over as he charges past. He doesn’t even 
notice the smile on your face. 

As soon as he’s entered the tunnel, you and 
Indy run over to the stones on the ground and 
begin stamping on them, trying to find the right 
combination. You hear the scrape of the huge 
stone as it slides shut. Ciao, Giacomo! 


THE END 


103 


Guarding the tunnel entrance are two mas- 
sive stone lions. Indy says that they must have 
been brought here from Cathay. 

You walk a little distance. The tunnel slopes 
downhill. It is brilliantly engineered so that a 
tiny bit of light filters in from slits or cracks 
that you’re unable to see. 

You follow the tunnel for a few more min- 
utes. What kind of place have you stumbled into? 

You soon find out, when your path ends at 
a T. You must choose to go left or right. 

“Know what this is, kid?” asks Indy. “This 
is one big maze. It must be protecting the trea- 
sure. It’s probably one lollapalooza of a puzzle, 
too.” 
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If you want to try going through the maze 
to find the treasure, turn to page 106. : 


If you don’t want to risk it, turn to page 103. 
104 oe a 


You enter the maze, feeling hopeful but 
afraid. You go left. You go right. You don’t even 
know where youre going after a while. It seems 
as though you’ve been in the maze forever. 

You stumble on something and look down 
in horror. It’s a skeleton! 

You keep going. Everything looks the same. 
You don’t know whether you've been in the maze 
for an hour or a month. You hold on to Indy for 
dear life. 

Maybe you should try to find your ward back 

to the entrance. 
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If you want to keep going, turn to page 108. 


If you want to try to get out, go on to page 
107. 


106 


es 
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Getting out is easier said than done. You 
try to retrace your steps, but of course that’s 
impossible. You keep hoping you'll see the light 
of the entrance and be able to follow it, but it 
never appears. And so, this endlessness is... 


THE END. 


107 


On and on you plod, giving up a little bit 
of hope with every step. 

Suddenly Indy cries out in pain. “What 
happened?” you yell in a panic from behind him. 

“My nose!” he yells. “I just smacked into 
something!” What he’s smacked into is a stone 
wall. 

“This doesn’t look like the end of the tun- 
nel,” he says, rubbing his nose. “I think it’s a 
door. We just have to figure out how to get it 
open.” 
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Go on to page 109. q 
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You look down in the dim light and see 
some stones embedded in the floor of the tunnel. 
You think you're getting the hang of how these 
people did things. 

“Let’s walk around on these stones,” you 
say. “Maybe we can get the door to open.” 

The two of you feel ridiculous, but you start 
stamping on the stones. You play hopscotch; you 
jump on one stone with two feet; you hop around 
in crazy patterns. 

After about an hour, when you feel all but 
ready to give up, the door finally slides open. 

Wow! On the other side of the door is the 
most fabulous treasure you’ve ever seen. No- 
body has laid eyes on it for seven hundred years! 
You leap on the piles, taking a bath in gold 
coins. 

At the opposite side of the chamber is an- 
other stone door. Through the tiny cracks around 
it, you can see daylight! 

You go through the same routine: find the 
stones, stamp around on them like nuts. This 
time it takes almost four hours, but you don’t 
care. The door slides open, and you’re home free. 


THE END 
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It took you a lot of trouble to get that money, 
and you're not going to leave without it. 

You and Indy snap into action as though 
you’d been a team for years. Indy flings his left 
foot out without warning and jerks the whip 
from Mr. Snake’s hand. You dive for the money 
and land squarely on top of it. 

Giacomo advances toward you, trying to 
speak soothingly. “There, be a nice child. You 
don’t want to get mixed up in all this. You’re 
too young to understand the affairs of the 
world—politics and wars and boring things like 
that. Just be good and hand the money to me.” 

There is a deathly silence in the room. Gia- 
como edges closer to you. You're ready to call 
his bluff—he won’t hurt you. You keep clutch- 
ing the money to your chest. 

“Andrini, you buffoon, get away from there. 
Can you do nothing right?” hisses a voice from 
behind you. You look up to see Mr. Snake point- 
ing a revolver at you. 
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Go on to page 111. 


110 a 


“If I had my way, you would have been put 
out of business long ago,” Mr. Snake hisses at 
Giacomo. “Get out of my way. You’re messing 
everything up.” 

Giacomo cowers in a corner. 

You're so stunned you forget about the 
money. “You mean,” you stammer, trying to fig- 
ure this out, “you’re not in charge, Giacomo? 
This guy doesn’t work for you?” 

“Quite the oppossite, my young fool. He 
workss for me, for uss. Hiss shop makess a nice 
clean front for uss, doessn’t it, Giacomo?” 

“It’s true,” says Giacomo, quaking. “I work 
for them, but not because I want to. It’s because 
they'll destroy my shop if I don’t. All these pre- 
cious and rare things...” He looks around help- 
lessly. 

Indy is trying to use creative eyebrow 
movements to get your attention. He succeeds. 

“But I don’t care anymore!” says Giacomo. 
“Tll tell you the rest of the truth!” 

“Quiet!” yells Mr. Snake threateningly. 
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Turn to page 112. 
ae 111 


“No, I have a feeling this will be interest- 
ing,” says Indy. “Please go on, old friend!” 

But Mr. Snake doesn’t want Giacomo to say 
any more. He turns to Giacomo, brandishing the 
gun. “Be quiet, I warned you!” he yells. 

Now is your chance. You make a flying leap 
for the enemy’s knees. You miss, of course, but 
it causes just enough confusion so that Indy can 
grab a carved boomerang and throw it at Mr. 
Snake’s head. 
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Go on to page 113. . an sf 
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“That’s rare!” protests Giacomo. Then he 
stops for a moment. “Oh, what the heck,” he 
says. “They’re only things.” Before Mr. Snake 
can recover from the boomerang blow, Giacomo 
picks up an Ethiopian throne and crashes it down 
on his head. Mr. Snake slumps to the floor, tak- 
ing with him a ceremonial urn that smashes. 
“Those were the ashes of a three-hundred-year- 
old emperor,” moans Giacomo. “Oh, well.” 

Quickly you grab Snakeface’s gun. Indy, 
always one to remember things, retrieves the 
money. 

“Now, Giacomo,” says Indy. “What were 
you saying?” 

“Tm going to tell you the truth about that 
diary,” he says. “It’s a—” THUNK! A knife lands 
in his shoulder. Giacomo looks at it in horror. 
Then he shoots a glance at Mr. Snake—who 
has thrown the knife from the floor! 
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Turn to page 114. 
113: 


“It’s a forgery, isn’t it, you creep,” Indy 
snarls at Mr. Snake. “You cooked this whole 
thing up to get a half-million lire out of me, 
didn’t you?” 

Mr. Snake smiles a snaky smile. “It was a 
good plan, wasn’t it?” 

If you were the kind of person who shoots 
people, you’d shoot Mr. Snake right now, with 
his own gun. But of course, you’re not. So you 
just stand there looking at him, filled with 
loathing. 

That’s why you don’t see Giacomo, in a 
surge of murderous hatred, pull the knife out 
of his own shoulder. Before you realize it, he’s 
plunged it into Mr. Snake’s heart. 

And so on this sad note your adventure 
ends. “Cheer up, kid,” says Indy. “We still have 
a few weeks here. Who knows what might hap- 
pen?” 


THE END 
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Bortay is a lot of fun, but you decide i 
would be safer to go on alone. You spend th 
night camped beside the bandits. Before you g 
to sleep, Bortay gives Indy a saddle bow as :; 
token of friendship. You are amazed. 

“After all that!” you marvel. 

“It wasn’t the saddle bow that was impor 
tant,” he explains. “It was the contest.” 

When you wake up in the morning, you se: 
Indy and Bortay strolling along the steppes 
having a serious conversation. 

“What did you talk about?” you ask Indy 
when he returns. 

“We were just talking about the lonelines: 
of power,” he replies. “She’s glad to have me a: 
a friend because I want nothing from her. She 
can’t really trust anybody in her own band 
Everybody wants power. It was that way fo. 
Genghis Khan, and it’s still that way for her.” 

It’s time to saddle up the horses. The camr 
bustles with activity. 

Suddenly, with no warning, Indy grabs his 
saddle bow and lets an arrow fly at one of Bor- 
tay’s men. 
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You rip around to see what on earth Indy 
is doing. A bandit is standing behind Bortay, 
aiming an arrow at her. 

In a fraction of a second, Indy’s arrow neatly 
cuts the man’s bowstring in two. It snaps apart 
with a twang. 

Bortay, sensing something wrong, has 
turned around just in time to see this incredible 
feat. She understands instantly that Indy has 
saved her life. 
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Go on to page 117. 
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Bortay solemnly asks Indy if he’d like to 
join her band and be her second in command. 
“Td like to stay,” he tells her, “but I’ve got a 
previous engagement.” 

As you ride away you hear the screams of 
the man who tried to assassinate Bortay. 

“What are they doing to him?” you ask 
fearfully. 

“The judgment of the steppes,” replies Indy. 
“The slow death.” 

You ride on in grave silence, and the next 
day you find Karakorum. It must have been an 
incredible place, but now it’s just a ruin. You 
search every nook and cranny of the place for 
two days. 

“You know what I think?” Indy asks you. 

“Yeah. I think it’s the same thing that I 
think. That rumor Marco Polo heard was just a 
bunch of Middle Ages hooey.” 

“My sentiments exactly,” says Indy. And 
you head for home. 


THE END 
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